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SCENE 15

ANOTHER PART OF THE FOREST

There is a cave on one side. Enter PRINCESSES, They are tired
with trying to get back to civilisation. They go into the cave
to rest. Enter KING with ministers.

KING. My ministers, gods of wisdom, we have arrived at the
cave built in memory of my elder son, who was stolen away bv ogres.
It is seven days since we were here last. Enter and see that the cave
is fit for pious persons to meditate in, polish the gold, emboss mv
coat-of-arms on the walls, put lovely and sweet-smelling flowers on
the floor.                            [Ministers go to the cave and then come out.}

CHIEF MINISTER. My lord, we have strewn the floor with flowers,
we have lit wax candles. But, my lord, we found, on the bed-throne
on which you usually sit and meditate, two ogresses fast asleep.

KING. My darling son was stolen by an ogress, who entered my
palace with evil guile. Since then, I have blunted my love for all
ogres. Every day, I swear at them, I pray against them, I increase my
hatred for them. Lords, catch the two sparks of danger, capture the
two ogresses.

[Ministers enter the cave and come out with the PRINCESSES.  They

look like ogresses as they are still in their magic dresses.]
CHIEF MINISTER.   My lord, here are the two ogresses who dared to
sleep in the candle-lit and sweet-flowered cave built in memory of
your son.

KING. My son, my heir to the throne, was stolen through cunning.
An ogress stole him. Now I can have my revenge. Waste not
your time, my ministers, by trial and expositions of criminal law. I
order that they be chained to the execution post. Let them be tied
and chained. Let them live in torture for some days, only to die
later.

[The PRINCESSES are tied as ordered.  Exeunt all except the two

PRINCESSES.]

PRINCESSES. Oh, oh, what sin did we commit in our previous lives
to suffer thus? Oh, it is cruel to be in a foreign land, it is terrible to
die by foreign hands. . . . Oh, we must not die like this, how could
we ? History will call this a rude episode if we are not rescued. We
poor sisters, we poor women 1 Our country, our people, where are
you! Father, Father, we raise our hands in prayer, will you not come